DAWN

door they were to seize him and carry him off at full-
speed into the pine-wood at the back and tie him up.
There one was to remain with him and the other was to
come back at once with any papers he might have in his
pockets or any bag that he was carrying.   On no account
were they to use any more violence than was necessary
to drag him out of the way.   No knives mind.   Did they
understand?  They understood perfectly. Waterlowwent
back with them to see that they knew which door they
had   to   cover,   and   he   thought   with   a   smile  that
Samson  himself  emerging  would  have a  tough job
to escape from the clutches of those two giants.   Then
he fetched Stavro from the gate of the courtyard and told
him to walk along the path above the beach and listen
for the sound of oars.    The moment he was sure of
hearing that sound he was to run back and give the alarm.
After giving Stavro his orders, he went round again to
the marine side of the hotel and saw to his dismay that
the french-window of the last room along the balcony
was open and the electric light shining yellow on the
bleached wood.    He drew back out of sight and re-
considered his plan.    Ridiculous that the opening of a
pair of french-windows should be able to shake one's
self-confidence like this.   What a fool he had been not
to ask the proprietor if there was anybody else staying at
Miramara to-night.    Perhaps he had better go back to
the kitchen and make enquiries.    Ah, what was that?
He ran round the side of the building in time to see
Spiro and Vassili carry a struggling figure with a coat
over its head toward the obscurity of the pine-wood.
Laughing inwardly with suppressed excitement, he moved
cautiously back along the balcony to peep round the
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